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To the Performers in this Effort, 

who have obtained his Piece all the 
Y Applauſe with which i it was honoured, 
this Trifle is dedicated, as a ſmall 


Tribute of Gratitude, from their 


Very much obliged 
Humble Servant, Nt 


HENRY SIDDONS. - 


PROLOGUE, 


Mr. MIDDLETON.. 


FR OM diftant elites our author dates bis fry, 
Climes of the witneſs of Britannia's glory; 

Where hearts of oak have made her lions roar, 

And borne her fandard to the diſtant ſhore ; ; 

But now on reſtleſs France her arms ſhe bends, 

And like a whirlwind on ber foes deſcends. 

Led by our Prince the generous warriors move, 

Their firſt bright motive is their country's love. 

With joyful acclamations now they ring, 

And the grey veteran fits him down to ſing 

The Briton's nobliſt theme—God ſave the King. 

From ſuch a nation may a youthful bard 

All fears of rigid cenſure bere diſcard. 

'Twas friendſhip brought the bantling firft to fight, 

And may indulgence cheer it into light. 

Then as it branches forth with grateful pride, 

He'll hail the beam your gen'rous care ſupply'd. 
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The Lady 


| Por Ni the Drama: | 


Ferrand, PE: of Otranto; © Mr. LES: * 
ee his a | | Ms PowELL. 
ee, . wa. 
Martin, his Servant, 

Prior of the Convent, | 


Mr. Towns8nD.. | 
Mr. MunDren. 
Mr, TromsoN, 


— 
— 
— Mr. CAMPBELL, 
— 
— 
3 


Vincent, he” 

Jaques, Servants, : Mr. FarLev, 
Sancho, - | Mr. Cxoss. 

| Gerbin, the Porter, a Mx. Quick. f 
Alinda, —— — Mrs. MounTaln, 
Clara, ber Maid, 1 MazTYR. 


Tp Ferrand's Child — Miſs SrAN DEN. 
—_ 2g 25 


Miſe Mons. 


Guards, | Friars, Soldiers, | aa Meſſengers, 


Jui publiſhed, 
By J. BARKER, Ruſſell-Court, Drury-Lane. 


The Aer, with 3 hes Md. or Fall of Roſa- | 
A of Mrs, Jordan, mond, .a Tragedy, by Tho- 


Price 16. l rr 


. * 18. 6d. 


Denk Drscvise, with a 
frontiſpieee of Mrs. Crouch, 
as Emily, price % 


| Drar. Loves, by Pilon 1%. 


The Quaxzs, a Comic Zenon, « Tragedy, by A, 
Opera, is. F e N 78. 6d. ; Bog 


A Capital Likeneſs of Mrs. SIDDONS, price IS» 


ond or . or a 4a 
age of Love,a Comedy, 186 | 


At J. BARKER's, Ruffell-court, the Public | 
may be ſupplied with all Dramatic Perform- 


ances in Print, he having lately purchaſed 
Bell's Plays (of the Aſſignees) in e 
to his former large Collection. | 


: a7 All the Neaw Niem, as they come out, vin be con- 
ſtantly added The Greateſt Variety of early Editions. 


The Prince of Leon, a Spaniſh | Romance, by 

Mrs. Harley, Author of Juliana Ln, &C, 
2 vol. 6s. ſewed. | 
The Hermit of Snowden, 25. 6d. ſewed. 


The Recluſe; or, Hiſtory of Lady 8. Leiby 
by Miſs E. F Fingal; 2 vol. 6s. 
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A C bt 2 J J. 
E 
A Wood, and a Tower of the Castle, with the Door. 
The Lights down, and the Moon ſhining. 
Kue Lixpon and Manrix, 4 ſguiſed as Pilgrims. 
1 Has I R—Lixpon.. 


Bere on hope' 8 . 
Lon tall turrets I explore; 


Trembling fears and doubts aſſail, 
As I tread the dang'rous ſhore. 


Thus the ſea · boy on the maſt, 

When he hears the bowling ſtorms, 
Hopes to reach the ſtrand at laſt, | 
Where fond love and fue warms. 3 


Martin Martin! 


KEE | Maxx: 
Here, Sir. 
VV Lixpox. 

, Where are you? I 
| MakrIN. 


| 20. 
ry MARTIN. 
| Here, Sir, againſt my will. 


' Linvor. 
Well, thank hepren, we are at laſt at the caſtle 


of Otranto, the ſpot that contains my dear Alinda. 


MARTI“x. 
St. James be prais'd! The fear of ohoſts, and 
the cries of hunger bave kept a continual grumb- 


ling in my poor ſtomach—But now we are here, 


there 1s one little trifling circumſtance to be dil 


cuſſed. 
| — Lixpok.- 
den oha that ? 5 
5 Max rix- 
On. bow we are to get in, Sir. | 
Linpor, ' 


You. are: my Alnda arrived kak tat night, 
and is to be immediately married to the young 
Marquis of On e | 


MARTIN F. 
He' s a bold man—Why, he buried dis other 
wife but four months ago—Zooks ! he'd make a 
fine ſoldier— He'd face the devil for money. 
Lixvpos. 
Ves, as s he never ſaw her, his motive whuſt be 


8 3 
% 85 


fordid.—T mult contrive ſome means to carry her 


off—See the morning breaks—Knock, Martin. 
[| Martin makes a thundering noiſe at the gate. 


| D'ye mean to knock down the — wand dye 


knock fo loud ? © 
| Maxrix. W 
Right, 5 right, 3 [ Raps. 


Genin, Dili. 
| Who's there ? 8 . 
MARTIN. 


FO 


FO 


.( 11 } 
MMaxrix. LT the en tes 
Come, and be. 5 

8 GERDIN. 
Don't know you. 2 21] 


Mx#its. - 
| How the devil ſhould you? 


Euter N | 
| San {8 e 
What 5 your buſineſs? ticker nn 46s x 
Mania. 1 
We've no bufineſz, fellow; we re two 322 
men. | 
- Jain © 
| Peace | We are two weary Pilgrims, my good 


friend, driven here by diftre6—For the love of 
Heaven, afford us a few hours ſhelter,, from the 
rain. 


Gunzne.: | 
Why, maſter, I don't like to drive the unfor- 


_ from my gate but my young marquis is 
ſtrict—I can give you an apartment, indeed, 


in a tower over the rocks; bat en it's rather J 


inconvenient. 
| | 1 
Why, pray ? e 
SGEREIN. 


Why, a very Wg apparition has bal dfien 
ſeen to enter it, ſince our poor miſtreſs died. 


MARTIN. 1 

* ap—ap—pa——O, no- very much oblige 
to vou. but we'd rather not go in—Now, I think 
on't, too, this place will be ſo purely comfort- 


able ſo cool, and airy, and fo—— 


Bz I ix vox 


2 


ES) 


; 1 Inden. 
I'm kx'd. | Lead the way. 
Maxrin. 
I can t, upon my ſoul, Sir. 7 
LinDos, 
Obey, ſcountrel ! A 
Max TIN. 


Well, if I muſt—— Oh dear, I ſhall have my 
body ſnapt up by a blue devil, or this pretty per- 
ſon of mine whiſk'd away in a flaſh of fire—Well, 
Sir, I'm go——Oh, dear l.. e 


SCENE U. 4 Servants Hall. 
Jaques and ober Servants iſervered. 


\ 


Enter GEAII Ny with great Importance. 


| Silence! now mind you all keep your mouths 
ſhut, and your ears open—Am not I the butler, 
appointed to ſtand at the gate, like the ſtatue of 
Charity, to relieve the ene ſuccour the 
mug and — . 
0 Ins. ; 
- Cloath the naked, eh? 
| GERBIN. 
Stop your fly⸗-trap, you menial Grednt; and 
hear me—So to. the purpoſe—You are all agreed 
to turn off your maſter, rather than ſleep in that 
part of the houſe where the ee was ſeen. 


A. 


Gunpro, 


— 9+ 


| vel ang he was as wiſe a man c ths peter com- 
pany 


( 13 ] 
pany excepted) as any. in Otranto—But, this— 
Tuſh! this is a boy—a flat—a green-horn—ſo 
I'll tell him, and take him roundly to taſk: III 

teach him to- 


| | Jaqoss. ; 
Here he i is. | 
| GERBIN. 
- Zounds! hide, hide—The fight of ho has put 
me into a cold ſweat. | * retire. 
Enter F ERR AND. 
F ERRAND. 


No. thro theſe walls, the ſounds of revelry_ 

Are borne to Heaven on muſic's filver wings; 

Now every heart with glowing rapture beats, 

Save mine alone; where like a yulture, guilt 

Continual gnawing, keeps me on the ſtretch. 

Why what kad I to wiſh? My fortune ſmil'd ; 

My wife—ob, peace !—lI dare not turn that way; 

For ſtill the innocent with piercing ſhrieks 

Starts up to view, and blaſts me with her eye. 

Bell tolls. 
But hark! from 8 turret ſlowly tolls * 

My monitor, and J muſt—ha! who's there? 

| I [Gerbin, during the ſpeech, had been 
tumidly advancing * wow Jaques. 


SGEABIN. 
ve your honour. 
 FrrrAnD. 

S'death! how it ſhook me—Well, Sir, would 
You nas p TE 


| 


| FOO, | 
"Fit 1527 to be the meſſenger of ill news, your 
honour—But all the ſervants of the caſtle have 
ſent me toto to- diſcharge you. 

Fxxx Aff. 


What mean the bavoling herd? | 
_ GeRBIN, 


R 

Wo | 1 
= # 

F 

4 
9 


Js * SY 
Sr. cy 
Why, my Lord, we can neither eat, nor 


. * 


drink, gor 4 in peace. * 
Jaques. ; 
No, we can't, indeed, my Jordſhip—It's s very 


true indeed, I aſſure you my tordſhip. 


8 FERRAND. 
why how now? To the matter! 


GERBIN. 
Ay, ay, Jaques—always to the matter, lad. 


Why ſhou'd a man ſpeak but to the purpoſe. 
He is a very ert lad, my lord, only a little 


: tedious. 5 
Franand, 
Proceed, proceed! 
SGERBIN. 


Marry will I, and very ſhortly come to the 
marrow of my ſtory One night, after drinking 


your honour's health in a cup of Rheniſn 


Jaques. 
Mos er it was Port. 


GERBIN. 
I ſay, it was Rheniſh. 


FERRAN D. 
Well—Port or Rheniſh, yau tedious golts 
80 . 
Gknelu. 
T here, mark that, Jaques—tedious | was his 
lordſhip's word; you find it is your general cha- 


cder- But to be brief, Rheniſh it was; and, 
though I fay it, that ſhon'd not ſay it 155 being 


butler) as good as any in Orrants.” V 


54 


— 


| FERRAND: 5 
Speak, „ a v7. 
Ga, GERBIN., 


. 

1 „ 
nns, © 

"There i again! 1 only ſee how: you provoke 
Bis . by your ftupidity! Well, my Lord, 
walking arm in arm, over the rocks, talking of 
this, and that, and the other, the clock ſtruck 
neues, it was exactly one, when 1 and 3 


Ss 


| J AES, | 
Yes, my Lord, Gerbm and I here—— 
55 _ Genin. 
EY Hold thy prate. 
FERRAND. 
Speak one, I charge ye. 
GERBIN, 


Saw an apparition, very like a man, Gall flowly Z 
acroſs the Aas unlock the door of the oppoſite 


towns and r'n't you well, my Lord? 
| FERR AND. 
- Begone, and leave me Deen Heartleſ 
hinds e [Eren Gerbin and Jaques. 


And is it come to this? That every ſlare 
Can, but by touching on that tender firing, 
Make my heart throb, my hairs to ſtand oa end? 
Oh !—Down buſy monitor—What ho Sancho! f 
Enter Sax cho. | 
Sancho, 
Have you yet ſpoke with thoſe, whom 1 employed 
To make the tender-hearted Vincent ſure ? ? 


Saxcho. 
They overtook him on the road, my lord 
He received three wounds, and then fell— In his 
Pockets were found a packet of letters to your 
Uncle, Don Lope, clearing the whole affair. 


FERRAND. 
This juſtifies my caution. Leave me Sancho. 
[ Exit Sancho. 
Now 


| > 46 5 
| Nox ow to my bride—And yet, methinks,” tis ſtrange, 
That on the brink of happineſs and power, 
I thus ſhould ſhrink and ſhudder at myſelf: 
Wincent is dead, and darkneſs overwhelms - 
The dreadful a&—But can I drown the cry 
That conſcience raiſes here—it will not be. 


Euter Don Loves. 


| Don Lop E. 
1 will come in—I muſt ſee him Hark ye, sir! 
Is this true? Are you really going to be married 
again. Can you, I ſay, behave ſo ill to the ſhade 
of my dear niece, and your departed wife ? An- 

ſwer me, ſirrah — Sir, I mean. 
| | FERRAND. 

Have I not given to her memory 

The tribute of ſorrow? 
Dex LopE. | 
No! no! no! Don't put mein a rage—Hark 
ye, I'm rather hot, but always civil—always. But 
the. man who could forget ſo ſoon, mark me, ſo 
ſoon forget the endearing attentions of a virtuous 
woman, deſerves, inſtead of a tender boſom to 
| * his head upon, a pillow of thorns. 


FERRAND. 
Sir, I have not forgot=— _ 

Dox Lope, 
death, Sir! I ſay you have deny it if you 
rn r. on the monkey tricks you have been 
playing Vour whining, your blacks—and your 
maſquerading—The tear of grateful ſenſibility is 
a more pleaſing tribute to the aſhes of a deceaſed 
friend, than all the wretched farce of tombs and 


5 epitaphs. 


EO Fi ERRA Vp. 
And by what right, Sir, take 425 me to taſk ? 
| Do 


6 
Dow Lor. 
571 tbe very firſt right, - the right 5 kms” 
| that right which you forfeited, when your heart 


--:: i contaminated, by the blackeſt of monſters— 


ron 1 8 | | | | 1 
FerRanD, 85 5 


Tbis I can bear no more, my heart is firm; 
And nothing ſhall divert me from my purpoſe. | 


Do Lope. '. 
5 W ould not ny prayers ? 
|  FrrranD. 
No, nor the prayers of all mankind. 
| Don Lops. 
11 you've a heart, which much 1 doubt, young | 
boy, I'll wring it for you yok forth, my 
little angel. | 
9 1084 runs on. 

F all on your knees, my child, and pete 
your cruel father, not to diſturb the aſhes of 
your mother. : 

RY Jour. 3 

„ my father, bear your poor little daughter 

ſpeak. Indeed, indeed, I can have no more mo- 
tert you did but know how our laſt one loved 
us, you would die too and take me to heaven 
with you For ſhe has often told me, when we 
were all dead v we ſhould be ſure to meet again 

there. "Re 

f Dov Lops. 
| Nay, cling around him, Julia. 
an. 

DO, my dear father, I know what you are think- 

ing of. 
ä FERRAND. 


Of what, my chfld ? . 
C | JuL1a, 
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| : | JULIA, : pak EEE 
Why of my poor. dear mathe 1557-612 4+) 
18 WW FERRAND. . 
Ob, death, and Leave me force Pes 
tear her from me. N 1 out. 
| Dos LopE. | 


'Nevet=You ſhall hear her out—Then hollow 
him, my love. | 


„ 
Oh, ſtay, my dea, dear father; ſtay and hear 
. [ Runs out 155 him. 
5 Don Ferit | 


Oh, nature ! nature 220; ris blood, Pve been 


crying. 5 | 1 | . 


. 4 Chamber. 
| Enter ALINDA. 


AIR. — ALInDA.. 
Kind zephyr waft my paſſing fighs, 
My ſoft wiſhes bear, | 
: To where my ſlumb'ring lover lies; 1 
Oh, tell him my Aer. 7 


Tell him tho' grandeur's dazzling beam 
Is playing round my head, 

Alinda would prefer with him 
The lowlieſt cottage ſhed. 


T hough gaudy pomp with ſple 1 glows, | 
Yet to the ſoul fincere | 
"Tis like the dewy morning roſe, 
Which glitters in a tear. 


Enter CLA X. 
CLAN A. 
Well, here we ate at Otranto, and a pretty 


place it is—We have been here theſe three hours, 
| and 


\ 


. 


(9 7 
440 not a ward to inform us of your and. 
Well, heaven defend me from marrying a man, 
who can fee nothing about me to bg pleaſed with, 
but my pocket. 
Alix pA. | 
I feel, too pointedly, the difference between this 
anus and = dear: Lindor. 


Cana. | 8 
Oi might as Ar be ſhut up in a montſtirp 
as theſe old muſty walls-—They may talk about 
fine proſpects, and this and that, but, ecod, to 
my eyes, and moſt of our ſexes too, there's no 
_ bght ſo 18 as the ſight of a man. 


SONG. 


| Nathire;: provident in all, 
To either ſex firſt gave 

Some pow'rful witching charm to make 
Its oppoſite a flave. - 


Then, madam, let not ſorrows blight 
Deſtroy your roſy hours | 
Let love and rapture both unite 
To ſtrew your path with flowers. 


| Man may boaſt his ſkill and might, 
The baughty foe to beat, | 
But woman has the greater art 

To wheedle and to cheat. 


i TOO madam, let not, &c. 


| ALmDa. 

3 Which way ſhalkl turn? — The devoted victim 
to the tyranny of a father; and the avarice of a 
huſband ! Yes, avarice it muſt be; or could he, 
in four months, forget the accompliſhments of 
one, whom the world rated ſo 5 Lindor, 


Lindor, where are your promiles ? 
Cz " Enter 


„ — * EC EFEITICPL IT 
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p 
' 


(. 20 ) 
Enter Lixvon and Mann. + | 
LIV pon. 55 NETS We 
Locked i in this faithful heart. ow 


| ' _- ALINDA. 
| Heavens Lindor ! * | 
2 8 LI M Dok. 


Hear me, Alinda. The caſtle gates, by CY 7 
are open—l have a voiture waiting at the avenue 
of the caſtle. e wy. dear ee or we 
are loſt! 1 


ALIN DA. e 2 6-48 
I would not willingly comply. 4 
| Lixvon. | 


Diftradtion ! 
„ . 

Pſha! You great dolt! Don't RY know 
that's as much as to ſay, I want you to 2 0 me. 


LIN DOoR. 
Thus then, let me gently force you to Jour 


good. 
| ALinDa. 
Heavens W am I doing? 


C leads Fa out. 


Magxrix. 
Clara! I 
7 Cr an A. 
Well? 
Maxrix, enbrachy ber. 


Now let me gently force u 


ä CLARA. 5 | _ 
P ſha You know Fil go with you without 
* KAR: 7; 1 
| 5 SCENE, 


— 


* 


„ 
SC EN E, Pieces of Rock, with a Tower, and a blue 5 
Light burning i in the Window. 
Enter GeRB1N, half intoxicated, with a broad S word, 
5 nd An rmonr 0 on in a ludricous 9 


GerBin, | 

Now cies ſhall ſee that old Seien is a lad of 
ſome et. talk'd of this apparition, as of a 
thing my fears had con con conjured - but none 
'em dar'd come with me to ſee it No, no, they 
all flinched they all flinched—A ſet of cowardly 
hinds! For me, I'd face the devil. [Clock frites 
2 Eh, this is the hour it walks begin to 
feel queeriſh. | Zounds ! I tremble horridly 


But, maybap, that's a ſign of valour—Suppoſe ! 


go back, and tell them I've ſeen it They know 
no better No, zounds, I won't— I've a clear 
conſcience, and that [Snaps his fager for all 
ghoſts— ſuch idle ſtuffl. | 
| [Bell tolls in the turret. Feind ae in 
a red cloak, with a dark lanthorn in one hand 
anda ſword i in the other, ſtalks along the back 
part of the rock, unlocks and enters the tower. 
SPIRIT of this dread abyſs, 17 TORE 
Appear thou with thine ugly phiz, | 
My little ſoul ſhall never flinch ; * 
No, I'm a bantam every inch. 
| Like an aſs 
Come and paſs; 
Like a cow, 
Low and mow, 
Or, like an 8 maſtiff with his big bow wow. 
PII ghoſts put to flight, 
He's off in a fright; 


O Lord he is there, 


lI I tremble, I fear. 


At danger and death little Gerbin ſhould ſcoff, 
So I'll take a good heart—No, Ill take myſelf off. 


_ Jaques! Diego ! Sancho! I'm a dead man! 
END OF FIRST ACT, [ Runs out. 
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£2 RO ar U. 
80 EN E 1. WA ade Rel. 


A. Iron Dor, faſtened with a Chain. 
1 ax ewers with a Baſket of Proviſms,” 


' Frnrand. ,,_ hte 
Iban lies the wretch wo cauſes all * care. 
[ He unbolis the door, which being thrown 
2 diſcovers a lady, pale, her hair 
2 d, Sc. 'fleeping on à ſtone; 
A pitcher of water and a baſket are 
+. placed at the bottom of the FO. 
Can miſery like this defire to live, 5 
One whom the joys of gaily dancing hours, - 9 7 vitg 
One whom maternal tenderneſs has bleſs'd, 95 
Wich to exiſt? This dagger is her friend, 
Her trueſt friend—She ſtirs— 


Lavr. - (I ber ſleep.) 
Oh kart! bin not, ; 
Tho' he has wrong'd me—he's my huſband fill. 


FERRAND. 
This to her heart. Looks, trembles, throws away 
the dagger. Foes 


WW nd? + 


Baſe coward that I ant; 5 | 

My nerves, unſtrung, refuſe the horrid deed. 

See round the couch of ird innocence, 

An angry troop of flaming angels ſtand . 
And puſh me from my purpole—Lo! ſhe Wakes. 


„ DT, 
What noĩſe is that? Oh, was it you, my lord? 
Nlay I tben bope that you at laſt relent? 
May I then hope again to 85 the elt, 5 
[- And 


And my poor child, dearer than light or life ? 


Oh, let me claſp her once more in my arms! 
And if you will for ever chain me here, 
After I've given her a mother's kiſs; 

I will forget the memory of my wrongs, 

Fall at your feet, and bleſs your cruelty. 


FERRAND. 


Lady, no more—lt is my intereſt ſpeaks ; 


Were you with me, your preſence would deſtroy 
The darling idol of my ſoul Command. 


There is your portion [Gives her a baſket. 


_- -- Many days may pals 

Ere I return. i | 

5 5 e enn 
Then, as the hand of Death | 

May end my ſufferings ere that hour arrive, 

I charge you by the Power that made us both, 

By tbat great Being who can ynmake both; 


Who, when he bleſs'd you with a ſtronger form, 7 


| Gave me a mind as {ſpacious as your own. 
Reſtore his firſt, his deareſt—greateſt gift, 


Bleſs'd liberty, which he, who wrongs another of 
Deſerves to be a ſlave, [Thunder and wind. 


„ FERRAN Dp. 
Do you $6t heir nn == 
Yon dreadful peal of thunder ſhake the rock ; 


And whiſthng winds ſhrill echo through the cave. 


Compare your lot with many a ſhrinking wretch, 
Who bides the horrors of this piercing ſtorm, 
And fit you down content. N 


Not ſo, great Sir, - [ith ſore 


| Teanvy them the hardſhips they endure. ' 
For know, tho' plac'd upon a Sultan's throne, 
Where all the dazzling jewels of the Eaſt 
Were ſcatter'd to my view, there is a gem * 
0 0 Ole 
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' Whoſe 1 Joss 0d dim the luſtre of em all, 0 
_ The * purells e 05 


5 FERRAND. 
My time is precious—take your caſtes, 
And enter to your cell. | 


W . 
' Ob t mercy _ „ 
Let me but ſee my child, my little one, a 


IF 9 an 1 let me—let me {ee ber. 5 


. | FerrAND. 
Fr prayers are vain. | 
This idle raving only makes me firmer., 


os LADY, en lin 
A moment! 125 5 
| | F ERRAND. . 
Enter! | - [Dees 157 in. 
How have I loiterd Time now for purſuit. 


Aſter this tug, I think I'm conſcience proof: 


And for my crimes, my gold ſhall buy them off. 
Oh, *twill not be This conſcience teizes yet, 


And tells me, in there 1 is a hell, x muſt expect it. 
[Ext 


2 


SCENE, a Gang: 4 Monaftery i in View. 


Enter Lixpos. 


. Linpos. 558 | 
'Sdeath ! that the carriage ſhould 1 and 


in a fo tempeſtuous a night "Ha! I ſee a light in 


yonder WORD 1 condu&t her to it. Alas ! 
= comes, ee 


Enter ALixDA, very ple; fpported by cu an 


Maxrin. + 25 
My love, how fare owl She i is too weak to flake 5 
MARTIN. 


163 
MakTrI x. 
Ves, be s a fous'd a_—_ and I'm a down d 


wh Longs. ; 
Lead her to yonder convent. [They lead her » off 7 
I will only reconnoitre a little, then "follow 3 
| Eat. . 


Enter three Thieves. | 
| V 
Prime your carbines—1 know of rich ene 


from Otranto, with heavy ſacks of GOODE 
Stand back! ei 


Re-enter 1 
Now to the convent. 


Tarzr. _ 
What turn friar and be—No, turn robber. | 
80 9 hear Come along. 5 


Linvos. | 
Quit me © villains, or 


Taiz. 
- Stop his clapper—Look ye, as ye ſeem to ws a 
ntleman, I like to treat you as one So, if you 
. Henk another word, I'Il blow your brains into the 
hollow os ppg oak—Come, drag him along. 
[They GE him off 


SCENE, the Infide of a Convent. 


Dye Pon, muſing. 

My mind will not be at reſt, till I am revenged 
upon this marquis. (Vincent comes faintly from his 
Cell—the mark of a wound on his head.) Haſt thou 
been returning thanks to that Providence, which 
directed our brother to paſs by the ſpot, where 
coy en mangled 1 in the wood ? 5 
D VINCENT. 


(26 ) 
„„ VINCENT. | RD 
Op, holy father, hear my dreadful tale—I was : 
nany years the miniſter of vicious pleaſure to 
7errand, the youthful Marquis of Otranto—at the 
-ourt,, one fatal month. Oh, guilt }. oh, ſhame ! 
1 P RIOR. . 
Proceed, proceed. 
Vincent. | 5 
My maſter ſaw Alinda, daughter to the prime 
miniſter, and from that moment he meditated 
miſchief againſt his angel wife. 1 
„ TROon. 
Wretches : Te murder'd her! 


| ,, ² ͤ N 
Oh, no- We were not quite ſuch monſters— 
WWWe bore her in the dead of night to the centre of 
an unfrequented cliff, and chain'd her in a cave; 
where every night we carried her her miſerable pit- 
tance. At length, moved by her tears, I ſuffered 
her to ſee her little child, who was ſinging on a 
bank, below her priſon — Ferrand diſcovered, and 
offered thrice to ſtab me—T wreſted- the dagger 
from his hand and eſcaped His ruffians overtook 
me, and left me for dead, before your convent 


— 


gate. [Luc king. 

ion. | „5 
Go to your cell— I'll hear the reſt anon. 

1 Ie Exit Vincent. 


5 Enter Martin, CLARA, and ALINDA, who kneels. 


. 3j | 
Holy father, afford a ſanctuary to three unfor- 
tunate wretches, whom the rough hand of adverſity 
hath ſorely prefled. F 


PRI. 


„ . 
A | Px10R. 
| Are ye ſtrayed ſheep, then? 


| | Makrix. 
No: but we are loſt muttons. 


1 T 
A Who are you?- Who's your father? 


Maxriy. 
That's a bard queſtion, if he ſhould ak it me. 
[ Afide. 


N 


My father is Don Alvarez, the chief miniſter 


of ſtate. The Marquis of Otranto is the Þerſon 
I wiſh to avoid, as, againſt my wiſhes, my father 
would 8 me to marry him 


PRI OR. 


I accept your prayers—You a: are under ths pro 
tection of the church. 


MARTIN. 
I'm glad on't; for by his reyerence's paunch 


there muſt be rare handling of knives and fork 
here. | 


PRIOR, 
- But, on one e condition only can I free you fron 
the perſecution of the marquis—inſtant take the 
veil, and, with your e become a votary 
to religion. | 


CLaARA. 
I'm ſure, 1 won ' turn nun. 


MARTIdnd. 
And I'll be rot if I have my head thaved. 


ALINDA.' 
| Hear me, Sir—By ſome accident in a the foreſ 
I have been ſevered from one, whoſe love wou! 


92 5 wihdr:. 


11 


5 withdraw my thoughts from heaven too mock? 


have other ties too that make it impoſſible. 
Ener a Meſſenger. 


 Mxs8ENGER. | 
The Marquis of Otranto, with a troop of fol. 


lowers, is ſtorming at the gate, and vows, unleſs 


you will deliver up the lady who has taken refuge 


e, he will ſet the monaſtery in flames. 


| PRIOR. 
Then fix your choice—comply and you are 


ſafe Be obſtinate, and I conver N to the mar- 


quis. 
N 
1 yield. Death was ever preferable to him. 
Ps ton. 
Then let him tremble to moleſt you. 
| ALINDA, | 
Adieu then every flattering hope of how 
MARTIN. 
Oh! ! I ſhall never handle a knife and 1 again ſ 


[Exeunt, 
SCENE, 2 ſmall Parapet before the Convent. 


75 5 Euter FERR AND 287% Sax HO and his Attendants, | 


armed, Soon after the Prior on the Parapet. 


 FERRAND. 
Command my men to halt awhile without, 
Nor aim at violence, till I have heard 
The anſwer of this prior See he Om" 


PRI. 

What wretch art thou whoſe mad impiety has 
hardened thee to ſuch a pitch as this, that thou 
darꝰſt chreaten heaven? 


\ 


FERRAND, | 


FE 29 ) 
FerranD. 
A truce bs trick We know your fundtion 
Wwe — 
Either reſtore me theſe raſh ait e 
Or, by all hell, I'll inſtant make this moat, 
Whoſe lazy waters ſtagnate round your walls, 
8 Bluſh deep with blood, ye whining 8 


PRIOR. | 

Retire! I know you well. Your power has 

often check*'d our benefices, and tried to lower 

our intereſt in the ſtate——In revenge for which, 

here ſolemnly I eur never to releaſe theſe fugi.- 
tives. 


 FerranD. 
Then were theſe wall as high as ola: s top, 


Thus would I ſcale them, till I reach'd the heart 


Of him who —— [ Sees Vincent. 
Horror open earth and ſwallow me! 


Pros. 
No have I living witneſs, young and haughty 
Sir ? i 
55 Frnaind. 
Vincent alive! O hear me, hear me, Si 
Keep faſt the ſecret, and command my life. 
I Ereuu. 


SCENE, an Aiſle f the Convent. 
Enter MazTiN and Prron. 


MARTIN. 


Oh 4 and muſt it be ſo-Muſt 1, Jada 
paſs a whole night in this horrid, dingy, Gm” 
gloomy, diſmal ple? 


Pros. 


: * wt 0 through your probation : if you 
are 


— —- a „ — ** 5 
— 2 —— — — — 


1 „ 
are 2 choſen veſſel, it will be proved by theſc 
methods. 


| Manrin, : 
Which? | 
Prion. ; 


You are to receive three hundred tha on the 
back, from thongs ſteep'd in brine—If you bear 
them withaut crying out, you will be one of the 
firſt 1 in our convent. | 

MARTIN. 
© Why, look ye, Sir, I'm a very humble man; 


| 1 if your holineſs pleaſes, I'll reſign my brine 


and my laſhes to any back, that feels the ſlighteſl 


inclination for them. I've no ambition. 


WERE :. 7. : 
_ Nay, nay, you muſt not flinch—It muſt * gone A 


| through—You muſt alſo walk over a range of 


red-hot gridirons, to ſee if the fire will burn you 
if not, You are & purified 
MARTIN. 
Ha, ha, ha! Don't trouble yourſelf—I am 
ſure I am no ſaint for I ſnuff'd the candle with 
my fingers laſt Thurſday, and I burnt them, till 


1 — again—Zounds | they want to whip me 


like a. pig, or pepper me like a devil, for a bon 


N bouche. 
Px1oR. 
Well; keep yourſelf i in readineſs—for to- mor- 
row the ceremony will begin. Exil. 
| MarTIN, 


I think l may as wel hang myſelf over night— 


| Between the laſhes and the gridirons I ſeem in a 


mighty pretty way. Oh! that I were but home 
again, whetting my knives and forks—Egad, I'd 
rather turn ſoldier than run the riſk of being made 


A ore: I wiſh I'd my liberty. Fo 
SONG. 


( 
„ 
Were I as free as once I was, 
My fortune I'd be making; 
Among the pretty girls I'd rove, 
And ſet their hearts all aching. 

With ſtrut and dah - | 

I'd make a flaſh, 

Then cock my olaſs 4 

To view each laſs; 

The girls would leer, 

And cry, O dear, 
This devil's quite uprorious. 


I'd nod to this—how do, to that, 
And deſtiny ſince ſuch is, 
I might at laft be brought to wed. 
Some rich, plump, handſome A 6 
Then all the day 
I'd have my way, 
My teeth I'd pick, 
Be quite the kick. 
The ladies cry, 
Oh dear, I die! 
This creature's ſo notorious. 


And then to England I would go, 
Among my other roving, 
To ſee the King, by all the realm 
Beloved and beloving. 
Hear ſubjects cry, 
For him we'll die ; 
Teach reſtleſs France 
Another dance, FEA 
While veterans ſing, 
_ God fave the King, 
And make kis race Wann 


END OF SEGOND ACT. 


"WF; 

ACT III. 5 
SCENE I. 4 Gothic Hall in the Caſtle. 
 Grnnin and Jaques. 


 GeRBIN. 


a WT 1 Jaques! I told thee how it would 

! There has never been a happy week in 

e ſince they refuſed my advice Well, poor 

Sancho Heaven reſt his ſoul, he is no more 

But if he would have followed my i he 
might have been living to this day. | 


; | Jacuks. 
Then Sancho! is dead? 


GRIN. | 
y, marry is he, and marvellouſly troubled 
upon his death-bed he was— He had lived free, 
but he died penitent-I and Agnes were by his 
bed-fide, Agnes, like a kind ſoul, was talking 
and preaching, preaching and talking: Sancho 
* _ wasalittle out of temper—** Hold thy tongue thou 
« gabbling jade, faith he; and with theſe words 


the ble ed aint expired. 
4 | Jag Es. 
And did he leave no teſtament behind Un? 


GrRBIx. 
No: only this letter, which he nk: me, 
| wal oaths that made my hair ſtand on end, to 
ſee delivered to Don Lope de Viega—Since his 
death—the apparition has ceaſed to walk- 
It's a bad world, Jaques Some people, who 
think themſelves wiſe, have very little under- 


* For my part, I know a good deal, but 
that's 


TL 7 
that's neither here nor there—Go, Jaques, m 
lad, and uncork a bottle of Liſbon. [ Exit Jaques.] 
| Now do I long to open this ſame letter—Ah 
but that would not be honeft—Honeſt ! piſh!— 
nobody ſees, and what the eye never views, the 
tongue can never—Odds fleſh! I'm interrupted. 


Enter Jul IA. 
4 . 1 
Nay, Gerbin, Gerbin! You muſt not go 
You know you promiſed to tell the reſt of the 
ſtory about the ghoſt; I liked the beginning ſo 


well, that I long to hear it out. Come, my- 
dear Gerbin, now do tell nme. "7 
: GERBIN. e 9 


And what makes you wiſh to know, my pretty 
one ?. 5 N : Ps oa 
ß Ro al” 
Ah, Gerbin, you'll tell my governeſs. 
bi , 7 ap 171 
I won't, I aſſure you, my angel. 
: | JULIA. a | | 
Say, upon your honour. 
9 | g GERBILV. ä 
My honour! Why do you know what honour 
1 „„ > : : 
To be ſure I do—honour is—is—is—Why, it's 
honour. Oh, now I know what it is—lt's ſome- 
thing that I feel here [ Pointing io her heart.] that 
makes a great ſtir up and down, up and down, 
whenever I do any thing wrong- Is that honour, 
. Gerbuy? * e e 
„ SGRERBIN. 


Exactly fo. 


1 JULIA. 


( 34 3 
„ FOLIA: 

Well then, ag upon your 3 dels; | 
Gerbin, if you knew how aſhamed and noone. 
fortable 1 feel whenever I tell a fib, your? would 

Sour. "_ - word with „ 


| GERBI NV. 
why thei, let me know what makes you ſo 
cufious— and I will tell you, upon my honour. 7 


Julia. Fe arte IO | 
"Why 1 I ns 150 a god defire to know it 
ever lince oy eget rol me-it was not Proper : 
for me. 


* 


| 7 1 
Right woman, already. 
JULIA, craxing Bim. 
But come, Gerbin, now, do tell me, my dear, ? 
pretty, handſome Gerbin, where does it walk, and 
I'll give you all the money I have No, no, no, 
1 muſt keep one dollar, though. 


SERRIN. 
| Why one, Mis? a 


"JULIA. | BE 

Becauſe, Gerbin, a poor, lame, old ſoldier, 
begged it of me. He cried to me to relieve him; 
and I'll ſooner burſt with curioſity, than not wipe 
away the tear from his cheek. 


| SGxkzIx. 
How my eyes water! Keep your money—You h 
know the Welt Tower ? 
. 

Laa fin it it. My governels never let s me walk 

ſo far. | 
5 Gang, i 

Ie 5 amode-the Ends to that 


Jr ià. 


5 4 


* 


1 
Jux 14. 
miged. 


| Gunny, | 
But ſhould you not be frighten d, ws: 


Juri. 


F a+ what ? If it is but a air it can't 


hurt me; and if it's woman, and my dear, dear 
One, it Tzwon't hurt me. a 


7 - Gravis. | 
But bees it ſhould be a man! 


1 
A man! ha, ha, ha! I thank you—T have been 
taught better than to be frighten'd at ſuch a fp 
thing as that. | 


Gabin. 
Charming, ſprightly, little angel! Kiss me. 
: Jenn | ' 
Fd 1 not, Gerbin. e 
| GERBIN, | 92 
And why, pray! 
. - FOLIA» 
5 You' re a man. 
| GurBIN. 


at that. 
t JV Ia. 

- Abb, Gerbin, read in a bock, the other morn- 
ing, that men were very pretty things ; but if a 
woman once let's them come too near her, like a 
faded roſe, they only leave their thorns behind. 


.GERBIN. 
Ah Jou're a little goddeſs but ref es, 


vou are too witty to live long. xit. 
PR HS ay | 1 


Wel ys PH have a peep at it: I am deter- 


- 
a —— w 8 o -— TR 


ogy you ſaid, you ſhould not be frightened = 


2 oO 1 * p ae" 3 F A c 
wan emen A SC EAS I 


Ha ; R , 
EE ED ETON fit; + 


„ 

4 ö Juri. 1 1 8 | 

No if this ghoſt ſhould be my mother, I'm 
ſure . ſhe'd ſpeak to me—I ſhould know her 


directly by this picture which ſhe gave me, which 


I waſh with my tears every night and morning— 


I've a great curioſity to go and walk up to that 


tower A ghoſt | a ghoſt can't harm me Or, 
if it ſhould be a ſpirit, I would have it take care 


 —for I'll fay my prayers as loud as ever I- can, 
and frighten it away — Ves, yes; I'll go and fill 


my little baſket with fruit, and all the n 
ſhall ſee, that though not quite ſo 9/2, or fo al 
I have as much courage and curioſity as the biggeſt of 


them. | „ © nl 
SCENE II. the imerior Part of the Convent. 4 - 


 Tomb-ſtone, or Altar in the Middle. 
| Ar1npa comes down with a Ta per. 


1 aw | ALINDA.. 5 
I am perfectly aſtoniſhed at not finding Clara— 


She faid the would be here with the keys about 


this hour! will retire, till I can gain ſome fur- 
ther intelligence. | C 88 
Max TIN deſcends, ſhaking. 

e MarTIN 8 
Odds fleſh ! of all the frights I ever experienced, 


nothing was ever ſo bad as this—Od—od—od |! 


how my teeth chatter | Every whiſper of wind, 
and every crack of this damn'd rotten old man- 
ſion, makes me feel as if I had an iſicle in my 
belly I'm afraid to look round for fear of ſalut- 
ing a tall ſkeleton; and my great grandfather's 
ghoſt in his jack-boots ſeems bobbing among 


the pillars, and grinning every moment. My 
Poor maſter, too, loft in the foreſt, nabb'd by a 


OG | hungry 


1 Ha, 1 noiſe is this? 


6370 


py hungry bear, or carried off by a full-grown lion 


to his tawney miftreſs—'Sdeath !- what do I fee, 
in yonder aifle—a light !—a figure all now! Oh, 

dear, as pale as death! Oh, lord ! its eyes are like 
two large ſteeples! Good Saint James — 


I Kneels to pray in an agony of fear. 
Odds blood ! ! PI hide behind this altar. 


. [Gets bebind it. 


AlL IN DA e 
ALINDA. 


* — 


| What an . accident! Clara muſt have 
Tome very particular reaſons The old abbeſs has, 


rhaps, diſcovered her—If I retire to my cell, 


they'll perhaps ſurpriſe, me, and uſe me much 


worſe — No, I'll lurk about the convent. [Fer- 
rand, diſguiſed ara friar, comes down and wy her.] 
and hide me, till — Ha! + Jn 


- "FzRxAND. . |; 
Hide where you will, perfidious, treachgrous 


girl, the juſtice of my wrongs will. ſearch you out. 


ALINDA. | 
Oh, heavens | | who's this I ſee ? 7 


FERRAND. 
Why 1 whale preſence ſhould appal your + foul 
T gain'd admittance by the aid of gold; 


Borrow'd this habit, like another Jove, 


Thus, R to dart upon my prize — 
8 8 ; [Claſping ber. 
Fs WE ALINDA. ; 
Waun n 85 
FkERR AND. 
way, if you cry, by Heav'n I'll drag thee bence. 
IuM.-artin groaus from behind the tomb, 


Ferrand z#rembles and lets her Jo. | 


. "What 


4 


I — —— 


* 
———ů 
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„ 1 1 
| What yawning ghoſt thus grand FS out- his 5 
grave? 8 
AliIxp a. 
| Thanks to the aro pow'r that mien to 
fav ve me I 1 take advantage of th this horrid = 
| Exit, 
Martin, ale, and in white, ſlowly riſes. | 


FERRAND, ſceing him. 


Speak, horrid ſpectre, if from darkeſt bell, 
Rous' d by my crimes, you come to ſnatch 1 me 
bdence— 
Or if an angel | 5 
MARTIN, bowing. ES 
No, Sir, — no angel—PFm a poor devil OX 
FxRRAN D, recovering. 
Why, what art— Hell and fury! Leave me, 
wretch! 8 . 
Manrix. 8 
* and very glad to get off ſo vel, 1 aſſure 
8 
5 | Farzany. 
Why, then, hereafter every fooliſh thought 
Of ſuperſtition, or of holy awe, - 
I give to air—l will no longer live 5 
Stretch'd on the rack of theſe conflicting thoughts. 
No; let me rid myſelf of every fear 
Or ruſh at onee upon eternity. r 


8 0 EN E. 's Shs 

Linpor alone. 
N theſe villains have made me ain of 
the gang, I might with eaſe betray them. Be- 
tray them? No—honour once pledged, ſhould 


ever be held invichble—Beſides, my Alinda is 
for ever old; or, at leaſt, loſt to me. 


Euter 


„ 
Enter TRIEr. 
| Ds os 
e maſter !—We have taken up three 
. | 


LinpoR. | 
conduct hos hither, 


Enter Max TIx, Clara, and ALA. 
Heaven and earth ! Alinda ! 


bm ALINDA, DS 
Thien all our troubles are repaid! But how w 
We. this? 
5 LiIx DR. 5 
Come to my cave; to-morrow we will fly to 
ſome ſpot where neither the tyraany of your. 
father nor the avarice of the Marquis can ever. 
moleſt you. 
"SONG —ALINDA. 
Thus, when ſtormy ſkies are over, 
Panting, timid turtle-doves _ 
Greet each returning faithful lover 
With the muſic of the groves. 
And with heart at length at reſt, 
Pants upon his fluttering breaſt. 


Then as his artleſs tale he tells, 
She trembles at his dangers paſt, 
Whilſt her exulting boſom ſwells, . 
| "To think ſhe holds him ſafe at laſt. 
. [Exeunt Lindor and Clara, 
| in 
Hack ye, my hearty? Do -_—_ think you could 
make a good thiet? 
MaRTIx. ; 
I can't tell; but I know my neck was' never 
made to fit a rope. 
Taree, 


D you never teal ay thing * 
MARTIN. 


| mother—ſet her free 


( 49 ) 
MarTiS. 

Ves; a pair of dancing pumps—but my maſter 
preſcribed a horſe-whip, and it cured me perfectly 


of my paſſion for capering. [Exit Thief and Martin. 


SC E N E, the Internal Rock, 


Euter Jon LIA, with her little Baſket, as quite fatigued. 85 


Sits on a Stone, her Back to the Iron Door. 
Oh Lord ! how my legs ach! I have walked a 


long, long way, yet I have ſeen nothing of this 
| apparition—I begin to ſuſpect Gerbin has been 
playing me ſome trick. Heigho! I'm very hun- 
' pry (eats) — How ſhall I find my way back again? 
My governeſs will be very angry : but when they 
told me it was my poor mother, I could not help 


wiſhing to ſee her (Jady fighs)—Oh, dear! what 
noiſe was that It cannot be, and yet] think | 


LADY. 
Ob, my child! my child ! Take pity « on your 


I LIA. | 
Where did that voice come from? My mother, 
oh, my dear mother! Where are you? 


LADv. 
Here) 3 my little one. 
8 . Tous. 
Where? 
„„ Lavy. 


Unbar the door. Be not afraid, my angel. 


Juri, unbarring the Door. 
| Uber the door? Yes, that I will. 
Lap, raſhing out. 
Now then my ſufferings are at an end. 
The God of mercy liſtens to my pray'r. 


 And—Oh, — child! my child! my child! 


[Falls on her neck. 
___Jvuia. 


( 41 ) 
, FOLIA 
Alas! ben going to die again Oh, my poor 
mother now you are come to life again do not, 
do not leave me a ſecond time. 0 


Lap r. 
It is too much the tranſport is too much! 
_ I never died, my pretty little one — 
Jour cruel father—Oh, my deareſt life! 
If any ſervant. of the caſtle knows 
That 795 are here — they Il tear you from my arms. 


JULIA. | | 
No, hs ſhall kill me firſt— I'll thus—thus throw 
My arms around her neck, and they ſhall cut 
My hands off, before they {ball drag me from you: 

I ey embrace. A noiſe is heard. 

For this rock and a little dry bread and water 
with you, would be preferable to all the luxuries 
of my father's table. 

LA DT. | 
Hear her, oh nature! No; we'll never part, 
Tho' all the miniſters of tyrant power 
Should ſtrive to ſunder us—thus wou'd 1 throw 

my arms, 

My longing arms, around, thy lily neck, | 
Kiſs thee thus fondly, and thus die ropether, 5 


Euter FERRAND, and two Guards. 
FERRAND. 


What do I ſee! Am] betray'd at laſt ? 

Death and diſtraction! View-the little wretch 
Claſp'd in her mother” Sarms—they both muſt die, 
TN the child. 


Lap, kneeling. 
What would you kill my babe? 
My innocent! Inhumane Ferrand, no! 
Lo, here I bear my boſom to the ſtroke— 
455 Ty 5 — 


4 


* 1 

Glut well your vengeance—Strike, like, to my 

heart! 5 
End me at once but, ſpare oh, ſpare ber ie, 
15 5 FERRAND. 
Perfidious villaios Dry theſe woman 8 tears, 
Advance . 

Liv. 

T hey cannot—Pity melts their hearts 
You cannot, dare not raiſe a hand to harm her. 
| FERRAN DPD. 
Wretches, fal on, falſe, baſe, relenting kinds 
Then, thus let me. D Sq 
| 1 883805 ane She draws a dagger. He r retreats. 


LApr. 

Advance not, on your life 
Spite of thy cruelty, J love thee Rill, | 

Still live in hopes to charm thy ſavage foul, 
And melt it into tenderneſs and love. 
This hope alone hath oft prevented me, | 
From ufing this, my hidden, treaſur'd friend, 
Which in my faithful breaſt, I've ever lt 
To ſhield me from injuſtice, ſcorning {til 
The narrow inſults of calamity. 
But in this cauſe the mother cries aloud, 
Strings every nerve, and hardens me to manhood, 
Leave me my child, and I will bear my fate, ' 
And to eternal filence ſwear her lips: . 
Attempt to force her from me, and, by Heaven, 
Spite of my love, the inſtant you advance, 5 
I'll ſtrike my dagger, mark me, to your heart. 

| [Drums and trumpets. Shouts and claſh Y * 
e Enter Jaques. . 

* Jaqyss. 
Haſte, my lord a troop of "7 "EM ſurround 

your caſtle—The villagers and - 2 8 fall in 


* before the warriors. | 
3 | 1 5 Prana. 


( 43 } 
3 ERRAND. 
Which way ſhall turn? 
Show'r down deſtruction on the de beads, 
Let the wide ruin cruſh the infulting! band. 
If, lion-like, IA. 


Pll whet my 9 upon the hunter“ 8 ſpears. 
—_ 
ES. 


My miſtreſs, you 00 ſafe. Your uncle learnt 
the woeful tale from an accomplice, and his Vic- 
torious arms have atchieved your delivery. 

Lair. 

Then I am bleſs'd indeed! Lead on, old friend, 
to victory — Welcome, all cheering Egk! Oh, 
Providence! oh, my dear. child | - [Exennt. 


SCENE the lat. A Palace. | 


: Dox Loys, followed by Warriors, with Shields, &c. 
Lixpon, Arpa, MARTIN, CLARA, ad TI? | 
CENT. | 


. 


LIx Dok. | 
Accept our ERGY congratulations on your 
victory. b 
Dox Lops. 
We owe it all to the dead Sancho's letter. 


Enter LADY and JULIA, 
My dear! my long loſt niece |! 
LaDr. | 
My uncle! then to you I owe my life; - pwnd ? 
AMS my dear child's Where s the unhappy Fer- 


VINCENT. _ 
Without he waits, giving vent to the moſt bitter 
= anguiſh, imploring your pardon, and defiring to die. 


Don Lors. 
Come, Madam, weep not; nor let the tears of 
virtue 5 5 * a this happy hour. 


FIN ALE. 


ta) 


FINALE. — LINpOR. 


Now ev” ry fear and danger paſt, 
And fortune's ſunſhine files at laſt 5 


We hear unaw'd the diftant blaſt, 


Hoping your aſſent to gain. 

No let roſy joy 

Our hours employ, 
Nor grief deſtroy, 
Or care annoy; 
Let muſic's ſound 
Be heard around, 
As pleaſures we regain, 


AELINDA. 

Thus when paſt the diſmal ir, 
The ſun beſtows its genial power, 
To hail the modeſt opening flower, 

And makes it bloom again. 


Now let roſy joy, &c. 


Makrix and CLARA. 
MAY our Monarch's glory till afar 
Bear the thunders of his war, 
And may his conſort like a ſtar 
Relieve her ſubjects pain. 


Now let roſy joy | 
Our hours employ, + 
Nor grief deſtroy, - +» Fo 


Or care annoy ; 
Let muſic's found 
Be heard around, | 
And merrily chime the bells, 
. CHORUS. 
Now let roſy joy, &c. 


THE END. 
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